140                                   MEANWHILE

I saw with a motor car full of special constables going in front of
them. Convoy. There is a story of some being burnt but I can't
find out if that is true. The voice of the gearbox is heard in the
land and the young gentlemen volunteers don't bother much
about collecting fares. For some unknown reason most of them
have come to the job in plus fours. Pirate buses having the time of
their lives. Disposition of crowds to collect at central positions and
stand about and stare. Police and soldiers in quantity lurking
darkly up back streets, ready aye ready for trouble that never
comes, and feeling I think rather fools. They seem uneasy when
you go and look at them. What are they all waiting for? They've
sworn-in quantities of special constables and I've had a row with
Uncle Robert on that score, because I won't be sworn-in and
set an example. All his men-servants have been sworn-in and are
on the streets with armlets and truncheons. The specials just walk
about, trying to avoid being followed by little boys; harmless
earnest middle-class chaps they are for the most part.

c As might be expected Winston has gone clean off his head. He
hasn't been as happy since he crawled on his belly and helped
snipe in Sidney Street. Whatever anyone else may think, Winston
believes he is fighting a tremendous revolution and holding it
down fist and jaw. He careers about staring, inactive, gaping,
crowded London, looking for barricades. I wish I could throw
one for him.5

In the margin Mr. Philip had eked out his prose with a second
illustration.
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